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circumstances, without flags, and without singing.

This gave my first trip an appearance I had never

expected.    Imagination, which is clearly of little

help in geography, had always pictured the Dogger

as a sea where you could hail another trawler as

you would a cab in London.    A vessel might

reasonably expect to find there a fish-trunk it had

left behind.    But here we were with our ship

plunging round the compass merely expectant of

luck, and each wave looking exactly like the others.

But at last we had them.    We spoke a rival

fleet of trawlers.    Their admiral cried through a

speaking-trumpet that he had left " ours " at six

that morning twenty miles N.N.E., steaming west.

It   was   then   eleven   o'clock.    Hopefully   the

Windhover put about.    We held on for three

hours at full speed, but saw nothing but the same

waves.     The   skipper    then   rather   violently

addressed the Dogger, and said he was going

below*    The mate asked what course he should

steer.    " Take the damned ship where you like,"

said the skipper.    " I'm going to sleep,"   He was

away ten minutes.    He reappeared, and resumed

his silent parade of the bridge.   The helmsman

grinned at the mate.    By then the wind had